
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at http : //books . google . com/| 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



ciHO e, 5^7^ 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



^. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



SONGS 



-AND 



BIRTHDAY GREETINGS 



WRITTEN AT "THE WOOD.' 
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TO MY DEAR CHILDREN, 

TO WHOSE KINDLY WELCOME IS DUE ALL THE LITTLE 

POETRY HEREIN CONTAINED, 

THIS SMALL BOOK OF HOUSEHOLD-SONG 

IS DEDICATED. 



The Wood, 1878. 
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THE WESTMORLAND WALL. 

There's many a garden gorgeous and wide, 

There's many a gay parterre 
Where roses and lilies grow up in their pride, 

And fountains spring up in the air — 
I'm not so sure but the best of them all 
Is the garden we find by a Westmorland Wall ! 

Here the fairy Cup-lichen like silver grows. 
Here the Fern bends its feathery crest, 

Here the Pansy, the Violet, and sweet Wild Rose, 
And the Woodbine we love the best. 

For its crown-like blossoms to worship call. 

And incense breathe firom the Westmorland Wall. 

Here velvety Mosses of many a hue, 

Here the grass of Parnassus so fair, 
The Speedwell's eye filled with a heavenly blue. 

And the soft yellow Poppy is there ; 
And mists of the mountain, and bright dewdrops fall 
On the gardens that grow by a Westmorland Wall. 

B 
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THE WESTMORLAND WALL. 



The Robin sits singing in hazd-bush by ; 

He has found there a home to his mind ; 
A grotto-like home, where his nestlings may lie, 

Which nor school-boy nor pussy can find; 
And the Lark soars and sings from his grass-bower small, 
Which lies at the foot of the Westmorland Wall* 



And the stones — firom whence came they ? some 
boulders from far, 
Some, rounded from rivulet bed, 
Some, fell from the height of a weather-worn Scar, 

Some, once over meadows were spread ; 
And whose hands but the 'Statesman's, from home- 
stead or hall, 
Could so cannily build up the Westmorland Wall ? 

What would you besides ? — Here are flowers and song. 

Sweet perftime, and birdie's soft home, 
Old stories in stones, tales of men leal and strong; — 

Then come, little children, all come. 
And learn the good lessons God teacheth to all 
From the moss-covered stones of the Westmorland Wall. 
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SNOW IN ADVENT. 



It Cometh down from heaven, 
So cold and purely fan:, 

A spotless mantle given 
To nature every-where. 

O'er Earth's unsightly places 
It spreads a robe of white, 

And giveth heavenly graces 
From sources out of sight 

Where all was grey and faded 
In Winter's dreariest reign, 

Each tree and plant is braided 
With beaut/s robe again. 

A drapery it disposes 
Along the hedgerow line. 

And sets the lingering roses 
Within a crystal shrine. 

B 2 
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SNOW IN ADVENT. 



On pinnacle and tower 

It hangs in saintly fold, 
And wraps with gracious dower 

The sculptured marbles old : 

Gives stillness to the city ; 

O'er all created things 
Extends, as if in pity, 

A hush of angel-wings : 

Each gossamer enchases, 

Each tiny sprig adorns, 
And, silently, it places 

Heaven's blossoms on Earth's thorns. 

Nursling of cloud and ether ! 

Bom of the frost and dew ! 
Fain would our soiled world wreathe her 

In thee, with grace anew 1 

Methinks, in bridal vesture, 

One Advent-day she waits 
Till glory shall invest her 

From the celestial gates : 
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SNOW IN ADVENT. 



When, swept by angel piniob. 
And prest by saintly feet, 

Earth, Christ's restored dominion, 
Her absent Lord shall greet ; 

When, crowned with thomless roses, 

In purity restored, 
Her every look discloses 

Allegiance to her Lord. 



Dec 6th, 1856. 
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THE WISHING GATE. 

I stood beside the Wishing Gate 

When life was in its prime, 
And gazed, my heart with joy elate, 

On lovely and sublime. 

The silver lake reflected back 

My spirit's blissful tone; 
The floating doud, the mountain track 

Woke pleasure's thrill alone. 

They bade me " Wish " — my cup was full, 

Joy was in ample store. 
Mine were the loved, the beautiful — 

I dared not wish for more. 

So, turning thence my thought above. 
The silent prayer was given — 

" Be our whole household-band of love 
A family in heaven I ** 
B3 
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THE WISHING GATE. 



Again I sought the "Wishing Gate" — 
Life's autumn hues had come, 

And change, enwrought in mortal state, 
Had visited our home. 

I never thought my prayer would be 

In part so soon fulfilled, 
It was not what I hoped to see, 

Nor what I wished, nor willed : 

For two, the brightest and the best, 
Had reached that Home in Heaven ; 

And God, in pity to the rest. 
Another twain had given. 

Two lovely plants in Eden bloom — 

Two buds of cheerful hue 
Had sprung beside the tear-wet tomb, 

And bade us smile anew. 

What " wish," so solemn and so good 
From such a thought should spring? 

Dare thy blind wishes to intrude 
On God's own ordering? 
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THE WISHING GATE 



Since that first answer to thy prayer 

So nearly broke thy soul, 
Say, trembling spirit, wilt thou dare 

A second to enrol? 

Yes ! trusting in that name of " Love>" 

My first wish I renew, 
And to that " Family above * 

Now add our youngest two ! 



(Written before H's birth)* 
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THE MISTLETOE. 

There grows upon an English tree 
A plant of wondrous might, 

Enwrought with heathen pageantry. 
And gloomy, Druid rite, 

And yet its sprays are gentle green 
With waxen fruit bedight. 

It was not nursed on lap of earth. 

As other flow'rets were ; 
It had a weird and mystic birth 

High in the upper air. 
Where the gnarled arms of ancient oak 

A lullaby prepare. 

With golden axe the white-robed priest 

Severed its votive spray. 
Bathed it in blood, ere life had ceased. 

While the bound victim lay 
Upon the Rock of Sacrifice 

That crests the wild Cairn-Bray. 
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10 THE MISTLETOE. 



Oh woe to him, the captive youth 

Whom mistletoe has crowned ! 
No softening ray of pitjring Truth 

Has pierced those hearts around, 
Fierce as the waves that rage and fret 

In Port-reath's rocky bound ! 

And where the Logan-stone on high 

Instinct with Fate did nod, 
And blind men asked to rock's re^^ly 

What was the mind of God? 
There waved the Heathen-mistletoe 

Above the thymy sod. 

Still frowns the Sacrificial-stone 

With human form enwrought ; 
Still stands the Logan-Rock, alone, 

With fateful meaning fraught ; 
And ocean-caves of serpentine 

Are polished shrines of thought : 

But long ago a Dove did bring 

A plant of eastern birth, 
Which throve by moorland, wood, and spring, 

And changed the face of earth, 
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THE MISTLETOE. II 



And made the weird old mistletoe 
A thing of joy and mirth. 

With ivy-wreath, with coral-gem, 
With shining holly crown. 

We twine the Old-year's diadem, 
And deck his temples brown ; 

While, highest, o'er the festal scene, 
The Mistletoe looks down. 

When broken circles reunite. 
And kindred greetings make 

A gladness more serenely bright 
Than moonlight on the lake, — 

Oh ! then the Christian-Mistletoe 
Is dear for Love's dear sake. 



Jan., 1857. 
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CHRISTMAS ROSES. 

They grow, so white and lowly, 
Upon the frost-nipped ground, 

To grace this season holy, 
With green leaves circled round; 

Their marble cups unfolding 
To catch the driving rain. 

The sparkling treasure holding 
Till turned to ice again. 

They spring when other blossoms 

Hide, terrified, away; 
Their pure and spotless bosoms 

Ope'd to the short-lived day. 

Their golden stamens never 
The bees with music thrill; 

They come, with blest endeavour, 
Our empty vase to fill ; 
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CHRISTMAS ROSES. 13 



To teach us adoration. 

And hope, and gladsome cheer, 
On the day of Chrisf s salvation — 

The best day of the year ! 
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NATIONAL PRAYER AND NATIONAL 
THANKSGIVING. 



There was much talk of coldness to the Throne, 
There were low whispers of a Nation's change, 

They said men loved religion for its own 
Gifts and resources of mere earthly range; 

That faith and love were wavering, and the light 

Of England's " candlestick " no more shone bright. 

Then came a cloud, a message. England's heir — 
The son, the father, husband, — faded, failed ; 

Life flickered, hope sunk low in dire despair : — 
Then England woke from sleep — tl\en prayer 
prevailed ; 

One heart, one voice was heard from hearth and fane, 

Pleading that thcU young life might spring again. 

" Watch unto prayer ! " The lamp of life burns dim I 
" Watch unto prayer ! " a nation hears — obeys. 
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NATIONAL PRAYER. IS 



The lightnings flash the message ! Then for him 

For her, for all, in fane, by hearth she prays : 
Not vain the promise — flEuthful to His word 
The answer came from the prayer-answering Lord. 

Once more a Nation speaks ! From home and shrine 
The glad thanksgiving-crowds their anthems raise ; 

Oh let it not be said, " where are the nine ? " 
" One only " came to render back the praise 1 

England is glad at heart, from shore to shore, 

Thanks God, takes comage, and — asks " one thing " 
more. 

We asked for life — God gave it — mortal life ; 

Now let us ask the life, that ever lives ; 
For length of days beyond this world of strife, 

For Grace which brims the cup that Mercy gives ; — 
We ask that England's heir henceforward may 
**' Seek first** a kingdom passing not away. 



Feb., 1872. 
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THE BROKEN RAINBOW. 

One morning there shone at Benrhydding ^ 

A rainbow of exquisite hue : 
It was brilliant, but colors were wanting — 

Alas ! it was broken in two. 

The blue of pure Truth, and the purple 
Of love's light were perfectly there, 

But, alas ! twas a bright uncompleteness — 
It melted away in the air. 

It stood Tinth one foot in the valley, 
With characters beaming and bright ; 

It was woven of tears and of sunshine, 
'Twas a pathway of promise and light 

But its glory was only one-sided. 
So how could that Rainbow abide ? 

Take care 1 — don't invest in a Rainbow 
Whose glories are all on one side ! 
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CHIMINGS. 

There are chimings, whispered chimings, 

Floating on the autumn air, 
From the campanile blossoms 

Of the Harebell, lithe and fair ; 
What say they ? That time is passing, 
Winter coming — Watch ! Prepare ! 

There are chimings from the sheep-bell, 
Heard upon the heathery height, 

Keeping wandering flocks together, 
Guiding, e*en when out of sight ; 

What say they ? That Leader follow 

Who will always lead thee right 

There are chimings from the church-tower ; 

'Tis a nation's call to praise, 
'Tis the voice of Eden's sabbath 

Still sustained through fallen days. 
What say they ? That earth has voices 
Echoing still the seraph's lays. 
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1 8 CHIMINGS. 



There are chimings heard in heaven 
When the faintest prayers ascend, 

Asking grace, and love, and comfort 
From the Everlasting Friend. 

God Himself doth prompt the asking, 

God Himself the answer send. 

Thus, though many-toned the Chimings, 
All in voice harmonious meet. 

Warning, guiding, praising, praying, 
Till they blend at Jesus' feet 

Owning, in one grand communion, 
Mediatorial Grace complete. 



Aug. 19, 1876. 
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A LiiTLE Girl, very like Eleanor, looked in at 

THE carriage WINDOW, AS I WAS ON A JOURNEY, TO 
TAKE LEAVE OF ONE OF MY FeLLOW-TRAVELLERS. 



*Tis her sweet serious air, 

ffer look of love and truth, 
I/^ light and meekly-braided hair. 

Her rosy, healthful youth ! 

She smiled : the smile I love 
Played o'er her features too. 

And like to thine — our household dove, 
Her thoughtful eyes of blue. 

I seemed to drink again 

Of a departed stream, 
To listen to a silenced strain. 

To catch a vanished dream. 

She looked at me ! — not there 

A daughter's love was mine 
As when, my loving nestling fair. 

It filled that face of thine, 
c 2 
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20 A VISION. 



I saw a tear steal down 

That cheek of rosy glow — 
Could that sad tear be thine ? — mine own ! 

My spirit answered — " No." 

Ifer tears are wiped away — 

My tears He deigns to tell ! 
Be hers to praise, and mine to pray — 
I would' not dim her glorious day — 

Sweet vision, fare thee well 1 
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"MIM" AY RE. 

A very wee and winsome thing 
Was " Mim," a three years' child ; 

Her hearty a sparkling talking spring, 
Her thoughts, like wood-flowers wild, 

Her eyes, like dewdrops when the mom 
Had woke them up, and smiled. 

Like a young queen of paradise 
On Lakeland shore she stood, 

Drinking the joy, in glad surprise. 
Of floweret and of wood 

Receiving in her loving mind 
The hill-reflecting flood 

The stately swans with reverent bend 

Did own her gentle sway, 
And hastening to their infant friend, 

Came gliding o'er the bay ; 
Their silver shadows companied 

Them on their rippling way. 
C3 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



22 



She had not much to give save flowers 
And love« and these were given 

To pilgnms through life's tangled bowers 
By this young gift of heaven ; 

It seemed she knew her working hours 
Would cease long ere 'twas even I 

And when her eyes for earth grew dim 
They saw things out of sight, 

She had sweet visions then of him. 
Her parted one, in light, 

And named his name as one beloved 
Mid spirit-circles bright 

Two other words with those she spoke 

In vision deep and clear, 
Two names of love in whispers broke 

Upon th' entranced ear. 
Linking with heavenly home on high 

Her earthly parents dear. 

Thus passed her angel-mission — soon 
Her little task was done ; 
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MIM AYRE. 23 



The hymns she warbled ceased e'et noon, 

Life's conflict scarce begun ; 
Like a tired bird she closed her wing — 

That gentlest little one ! 
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A LAVATER QUESTION. 



Where is my little Toad ? 

" Bachelor." 



' I found him on sunny day, 

(A Bachelor no doubt). 
Wandering midst woods of Elleray, 

From dank weeds creeping out : 

I saw him — and my heart was large ; 

I asked not beauty then ; 
I left that fancy to surcharge 

The hearts of older men. 

I loved it — in its ugliness 

My young thought gave it charms, 
And clothed, in most attractive dress, 

The squat thing in my arms. 
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A LAVATER QUESTION, 25 



I nursed it — 'Twas my toad, my pet ; 

Let none my choice despise — 
Love makes its objects lovely yet — 

'Twas lovely in mine eyes. 

Where is my Toad — my little Toad ? 

My cynosure so grim ! 
I lost him walking on the road — 

Who else could wish for him? 

Thus spoke a five-years child whose face 
Beauty enwreathed with smiles ; 

And I, methinks, a truth may trace 
Wrought in these infant wiles. 

I, too, deformed, in error sold. 
Was found by Love Divine — 

May Love's large mantle ever fold 
Round this dark heart of n^ine ! 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



ANSWER TO THE QUESTION IN A LAVATER 
GAME. 



Have you a taste for Scenery ? 

" Zephyr.'' 



Said a Rose to a Zephyr — 

" Pray have you a taste 
For the sweet garden scenery 

Where you are placed ? " 
Said the Zephyr — " I've wandered 

O'er mountains so blue, 
Yet ne'er found a charm 

So bewitching as you." 

Said a Wave to a Sea-gull — 
" Lovest thou the wild scene 

Where the white foam commingles 
With ocean's deep green ? *' 
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AN ANSWER. 2^ 



And the Sea-gull replied, 
With a scream of delight, 

" Mine, mine be the ocean, 
In shadow or light ! " 

Said the Grass of Parnassus 

To stream flowing by — 
*• Ah, lovest thou the moorland 

Where echoes reply ? ** 
And the rippling voice said — 

** I love well the lone track 
Where reflects, from thy surface. 

The Muses' flower back." 

And the plover has " taste " 

For the moor and the fen ; 
And the mavis loves best 

The deep, foxglovy den ; 
And / love all spots 

Nature's children approve. 
And find, in each of them. 

Some gift that I love. 
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BEATRICE. 
On her First Birthday. 

So beautiful, so fresh, so young 
This bourgeon on the old tree stem ! 

Spring flower the Autumn leaves among 
Of Granny's faded diadem, 

Sweet baby Beatrice ! her lay 

S/wuId greet thee on thy natal day. 

The sweet white rose has woke again. 
And violets scent the garden scene, 

And birds chant forth, in choral strain. 
The songs of days that once have been, 

And Baby-Beatrice — our flower, 

Brings back life's Spring to heart and bower. 

Those eyes, where nascent thoughts are nursed. 
So clear, so searching-bright, so true. 

Looked kindly on me from the first ; 
As if love's mystery they knew. 
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BEATRICE. 29 



And saw how deep the fountain is 
Which wells for Baby-Beatrice. 

Thou can'st not guess how like in kind 
To Mother-love is mine for thee, 

Nor how thou dwellest in my mind 
Like note of household minstrelsy, 

Nor feel how warm the fancy-kiss 

Which greets thee, " Ellen Beatrice ! " . 



Oct,, 1869. 
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"OUR TOAD/' — Biographical 
(Written for George and Wilfie). 



We found him in our garden where the young potatoes 

grow ; 
He had a pair of bright eyes, and was very fat, you know, 
We carried liim quite lovingly, and placed him ou the 

grass, 
And he looked around as wondering what next would 

come to pass. 



We fancied, on a summer's day, a bath would suit the 

creature, 
For we guessed first-cousin of a frog is of amphibious 

nature. 
But it did not, and he sank, till he felt it a sore rub 
When he went down to the bottom of a deep gardening 

tub. 
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*OUR TOAD. 31 



O, then all of us, young and old included, did our best 
To bring him from the bottom, and set his heart at rest ; 
It was long ere we succeeded, but at last when he was 

found 
He seemed " all right** and well again — bound for the 

strawberry-ground. 

There, ever since, with slugs and snails, he has led a 

merry life ; 
(We think he has a toad-hole there, and a lovely toadie 

wife) ; 
So we all are glad we found our toad, and learned the 

lesson true 
That Toady is not Froggy^ no more than we are you I 



1877. 
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ETHEUS BIRTHDAY AT KILVE. 



Too far away to send a toy 

For Ethel's birthday greeting, 
Her Grandmamma will wish her joy, 

And many a glad repeating. 

She sends, besides, " our gracious Queen," 

In effigy repeated , 
To buy her aught that may have been 

Wished for, on rock-couch seated : 

Or net, or pail, or crab, or shell, 
Or book to read while resting, 

Pencils, or chalks, to draw them well 
At Fancy's own suggesting. 

By wave-washed shore, near Quantock-hill, 

At her own choice and doxy. 
These " heads'* expend, and then she will 

Suit Grandmamma by proxy. 
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TO ARTHUR. 

Dear Arthur ! not a myth, like him 
Thy namesake in tradition dim : 

Bright boy of deep grey eye, 
Why do I find it hard to tell 
Exactly, why I love so well 

Thy young identity ? 

For thou art like no other boy, 
With pleasant smile, and quiet joy. 

And heart of household love ; 
With eye so dark, yet full of glee, 
And hand of active ministry — 

A good gift from above I 

O how unlike thy namesake-King, 
Who, where Tintagel's surges ring, 

Wielded the conquering sword ; 
Whose Knights about "the table round," 
With mail and crest their places found, 

Obedient to his word ! 
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34 TO ARTHUR. 



But thou, our Arthur, happier £ur 
To watch the Lois' star, 

Or mother's mild behest ; 
No scourge of heathendom, no Knight- 
Commander on Comubian height. 

Art better, and more blest 

We hail /to— "Arthur, king of hearts,*' 
One of those gentle counterparts 

That move with wholesome stir ; 
Of Convsh line, yet Bordering birth, 
A Briton true, a child of earth, — 

Love thme " Excalibre ! " 



20th July, 1878. 
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WILFIFS HOPR 

I'm going to heaven bye and bye, 
Where God will take care of me ; 

There Jesus will give me a beautiful crown, 
All shining and bright 'twill be, 

And I know that it is not a thorny crown, 
For He wore the thorns for me. 

He wore those thorns on His bleeding brow, 

On the Cross at Calvary ; 
He thought of me thetiy He thinks of me now ; 

All sorrow and death will flee ; 
And I know it will not be a thorny crown, 

For He wore the thorns for me. 

And what shall I do with that beautiful crown, 

The gift of my Lord, so free ? 
At Thine own dear feet I will cast it down, 

While I sing Heaven's song to Thee ; 
For Jesus will give me a thomless crown, 

And He wore the thorns for me ! 
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FOR WILFRED. 



With a Pair of Scarlet Stockings, from Granny, 

— HER knitting — THE FIRST SHE EVER DID. 



For Wilfie's little pilgrim feet 
These stockings are intended ; 

And, when adversity they meet, 
I pray they may be mended. 

A cardinal he must not be, 
Of scarlet understanding ; 

Yet " cardinal virtues " constantly 
Be in his walk expanding ! 

And if he learns, when dropt a stitch, 
To pick it up, like Granny, 

He will have learnt a secret, which 
Is something very canny. 
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FOR WILFRED. 37 



From Monoped to Biped, she 
For love has strained endeavour - 

And, O, ipay Love and Duty be 
Our Wilfie's walk for ever ! 



1874. 



D3 
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TO HARRY. 

(With a Spy-glass). 

Harry, my boy, your eyes, though right, 

Cannot see things quite out of sight ; 

Mamma is round the comer gone 

Of this round world we live upon ; 

So, sight of her you cannot win, 

Nor " comfort " her, nor " settle in ; " 

And, so, she sends this Spy-glass rare. 

That you may think you see her there/ 

Through such a Glass once Willie thought 

Things out of sight, to sight were brought; 

And thought he saw (young, trusting soul) 

Round comer of a rabbit-hole ! 

You, Harry-love ! may watch the train 

Coming, then going back again ; 

And see the people in the boat 

Which on the lake doth often float, 

Or see the waterfall come down 

More plainly from the " Old Man's " crown. 

And, when ray Harry's peeping through, 

Think of Mamma, who thinks of you. 

New Brighton, May, 1862. 
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TO HARRY. 

On His 17TH Birthday. 
(In Germany.) 



Love counts nor time nor speed, my Harry ! 

And so I clean forgot 'twould take 
Three days of steam and wave to carry 

A birthday greeting from our lake : 
I wake this night to prove 'tis true 
That we are very far from you ! 

How dear the thought that One above — 
Your Father — God — is with you there ! 

That He can hear my words of love, 
And turn to blessing all my prayer : 

His hand can reach through distance dim, 

For time and space are nought to Him. 
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40 TO HARRY. 



His sign was traced upon thy brow, 
Thou bowed the head His vow to take ; 

Be, then, His soldier-servant now, 
His holy way do not forsake, 

So will thy Seventeenth Birthday be 

A holy haunt for Memory. 

We cannot fill thy far-off cup — 
To grapes of Eshcol reach thy hand ; 

Above the pine-wood shades look up, 
That crown the hiUs of Fatherland ; 

His be thy heart, who died for thee 

Upon the hills of Calvary. 



Oct. 13TH, 1869. 
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TO HARRY. 
With a Photograph Album. 

On his 20th Birthday. 



We Jove to be remembered, Harry, 

When thou art far away, 
And so we send this book, Harry, 

To mark thy natal day ; 
And if the look of love be there 

To greet its opening page, * 
'Twill cast another sunbeam back 

Upon our pilgrimage. 

May many faces dear to thee 
Fill up each onward leaf; 

Binding the household memories 
As in a harvest sheaf. 

* Our Photographs. 
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42 TO HARRY. 



May friends here smile upon thee, Harry, 

Such friends as last for aye, 
Because wrapt in that Covenant-love 

Which passes not away. 

Sweet be thy blessing here to find 

Such forms and &ces fair 
As thou may'st meet in heaven on high, 

To bloom for ever there : 
So, when the sun has set and gone, 

Which pictured those you love, 
Such loved-ones will be found at last 

In the rainbow-arch above ! 



Oct. 13, 1872. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



TO HARRY. 
On his 23RD Birthday. 

With a Pair of bead and wool-work Slippers. 



I thought my eyes had long ago 
From " Practice,** such as this, retired, 

But love for you has cleared them so, 
And thoughts of you have so inspired. 

That cunning to my needle grew. 

And wrought this birthday-gift for you. 

Years twenty-three have passed since thou, 
A fluttering leaf on household tree, 

With autumn hues did'st gild the bough. 
Waking our silent nursery : 

When older nestlings spread their wing, 

Thou came, life's sunshine back to bring. 
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44 TO HARRY. 



Our Indian-summer, from above, 
One Autumn gift of golden sheen, 

A thing for cheerfuhiess and love, 
A wakened harp of song hast been, 

Keeping our youth alive, when age 

Set mile-stones on our pilgrimage. 

Thou art our fellow-pilgrim now, 
A conscious plodder on life's way : 

Thy pilgrim-feet I would endow 
With rest and ease for set of day, 

And morning hoiu*, till " work " again 

Calls to the beaten tracks of men. 

Oh, ever may those feet be found 

Where once thy blest Redeemer trod ; 

Firm set, by grace, on Holy ground, — 
A loving walk of pleasing God ; 

With sandals shod of Gospel peace, 

Bound for the land where birthdays cease ! 



Oct. 13TH, 1875. 
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TO HARRY. 

On his 2STH Birthday. 

With a Time-register. 

• Time's Registrar ! A suited Birthday gift 

Quarter of century having swept thy brow ;- 
Month, week, and day their silent banner lift,- 
A finger's touch turns yesterday to now, 

1877, Oci\ 
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TO ELLEN. — THE MOUNTAIN STREAM. 
An Answer to the Question — " Where is it ? " 



I hear its voice above, beneath, 

Like a deep organ note, 
With sister voices blend and breathe, 

And on the breezes float ; 
But " where" it is I cannot say — 
So deep, so dark its hidden way. 

Once, when the curtain of the mist 
Was raised one moment's space, 

Methought, white-draperied, it kissed 
Yon headland's rugged face : 

Again it passed into a sound, 

In that wild chasm's dark profound. 

" Where is it ? " In that sunny vale. 
Gone down to feed the flowers ; 
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TO ELLEN. 47 



To chant in woods a rippling tale 
Of peace, and sparkling hours. 
Wild in its birth — tamed as it past — 
Can it be calm and still at last? 

Yes ! in life's track are teaching things 
For streams and spirits too : 

And they who spread the widest wings, 
May learn life's chastening true : 

E'en of thy wildness some may say 

" Where is it ? " — It has passed away ! 
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THE BASKET OF BLACKBERRIES. 

The Autumn leaves were turning red, 

Blackberries on the stem ; 
My grandsons cared not for the thorn — 
Their enterprise of love was bom, — 
They gathered, that September mom, 

A basketful of them. 

Whence came they? From the breezy hill, 

From hedgerows, from the wood. 
From where the streamlet trickles down. 
From harvest field, where bunnies brown 
Peep from their burrowed rabbit-town, 
Where, late, the ripe sheaf stood. 

They minded how, one autumn day. 

With flowers the rakes were decked, 
How Time's sharp scythe was garlanded, 
Harrow and plough to church porch led, 
And joy of Harvest-home was spread. 
And Union-Jack waved overhead, 
On old yacht-mast erect. 
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BLACKBERRIES. 49 



And, SO, there comes across the lake 

From bomiie Grandsons three, 
Of blackberries a trophy, sent 
A ripe memorial, to present 
To Grannie tales of that event. 
With future view, and kind intent j 
A sweet " Preserve " to be ! 



Sept. 24TH, 1878. 
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TO ELLEN. 



On entering her Teens. 



With sundry little birthday gifts. Feb. 13th, 1857. 



Once more the snowdrops, vestal-white, 

Dance in the wintry scene, 
And Ellen, their companion-sprite. 

Enters her birthday teen : 
Love frames a wreath to grace the day — 
List what its various offerings S9y \ 

" Wanderings among the Wild^owers " said • 

Young pilgrim ! look around, 
And see by stream and mountain, head 

What lovely gifts abound ; 
Read Nature with a loving eye — 
Imbibe its gentle sympathy. 
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TO ELLEN, 51 



" Lord of the Isles," the "Singer Youth," 

And " Rokeby's " fervent lyre 
Call thee to blend, with earnest truth, 

The Pod^s lambent fire : 
While " Scent of Violets *' thee invite 
To breathe all sweet perfumes aright. 

While this small "pillar," ivory-fair, 

To wotnaris duty calls ; 
That silvery " plume ^ points onward, where 

The unread future falls. 
Hinting that thou, some day, may'st tell 
Thy written thoughts. Dear child, farewell 1 



£ 2 
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1869. 



TO ELLEN. 
With a Blue and Drab Bet satchel. 



Blame me not, my chSd, if red 

Be the curtains of thy bed, 

For the roseate smiset hue 

Blends in peace with heaven's own blue. 

If a drapery of green 

Round thy slumbers should be seen, 

So the soft cerulean sky 

Bends o^tr green Earth lovingly. 

Let not sombre colours grieve. 

Since with blue they interweave ; 

Hope's own hue can never cease 

To wait for "Ellen Beatrice." 
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TO ELLEN. 

On her 19TH Birthday. 

With a mother-of-pearl Card-case and Keble's Christian Year 

Feb. 13TH. 

The snow-flake still greets thee, 

Yet thine to bestow 
On each creature that meets thee 

A summer-sun's glow I 

Thoif wast weak, pale, and feeble 

In infancy's day. 
Now all ready for " Keble," 

To help on thy way. 

Let thy " cards" be engraven 

With characters true, 
And tell of a haven 

And home kept in view. 
E3 
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54 TO ELLEN. 



This " case," bright and pearly, 

Of varying sheen. 
Tells thy characters early, 

And stiil thine, I ween ; 

Still reflecting life's prism, 

Still responsively gay. 
Too elastic for schism, 

Giving thought its full play. 

Think, Nellie ! of duty 
Ever first — and thou'lt find 

That brightness and beauty 
Will rest on thy mind. 

Twill be added, — imparted — 
And their light be more clear 

Because' Nellie, true hearted. 
Lives a true " Christian Year.** 
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AN ACROSTIC 

FOR 

ELLEN FOX WADSWORTH. 
On her Birthday, Feb. 13TH, 1867. 

E ntering, dear child, upon another year, 
L ove sends thee greeting with the " Thoughts of Peac^ 
L ove, which has watched thine onward steps, 'bides here, 
E nduring change, loves on, and cannot cease. 

N o longer now within our household nest, 
F olded this Birthday *neath another's wing, 
O child beloved ! may thy new home be blest, 
X-cel in all that household graces bring ! 

W hen thou art walking in thy new-found path, 
A nd finds life's real things succeed youth's smile, 
D raw near where joyfiil faith her portion hath ; 
S eek strength to walk where Jesus walked erewhile. 

W eak in thyself, strong in His holy might, 
O nward and upward be thy pathway trod ; 
R est, if not here thy lot, in regions bright 
T ouched by no rude turmoil of earthly sod 
H olds its calm welcome by the throne of God. 
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TO FRANCES MARY BROADRICK. 

On her First Birthday. 
May 8th, 1867. 

Our May-flower was a pleasant flower 

By mere and mountain side, 
Until there came a snow-white veil, 
And raiment as the lily, pale — 
And, then, she passed frotn " Wood ** and dale, - 

Our loved, our gentle bride ! 

She went to twine her birthday wreath 

Beside the far, salt sea; 
And none can tell what deeds of cheer, 
And voice, 'twas music's self to hear, 
And intertwining thoughts, how dear. 

Then passed away from me 1 

Yet, Mary, do I wish thee back ? 

Nay ! rather this my prayer — 
Heaven's choicest blessings on thy brow. 
And his who is thy dearest now 1 
I can be happy sfi// if thou 

With him art happier tAere I 
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GEORGE ASLEEP. — A Very Little Boy. 



May 15TH, 185 1. 



He lies upon his pillow, — light 
Shines on his face surpassing fair ; 

The rose and lily, pure and bright, 
Are holding soft communion there ; 

And thought has moulded every trace 

Of beauty on that angel face. 

Upon his side he rests, and holds 
The sacred Book in either hand ; 

That page where God to man unfolds 
The gentle call, the high command 

The day, to him, has dosed in prayer — 

He fell asleep while reading there ! 

How beautiful ! That child*like face 
Settied in deep and fervent thought I 

The ruby lip, the form all grace, 
The light hair o'er the forehead brought, 
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58 GEORGE ASLEEP. 



And those young hands, embracing thus 
His Word who lived, who died for us ! 

Has some sweet sister-spirit thrown 
This lovely spell upon thy rest? 

Lulled thee to sleep by seraph-tone, 
And whispered heaven into thy breast, 

And helped us, by this sight, to see 

One glimpse of what its Rest may be? 

I listen ! ^ Does our mortal breath 

Lift that fair neck, that frame upheave? 

Can any sleep on this side death 
Such tender, solemn sweetness leave ? 

Will that soul wake again, to keep 

Life's vigil, from such holy sleep ? 

He will not wake in vain ! — The Word 
— Thou shalt not see thy brother stray — * 
That high commission from his Lord, 
Which late he read, as there he lay, 
His latest waking thought, may be 
A germ^ a caUy a ministry. 

* His finger was pointing to Ezekiel 33, viL 
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GEORGE ASLEEP. 59 



Sleep on ! How safe beneath His might 
Whose Word shall be thy lamp and shield ; 

Sleep on ! till mom's returning light 
Recals thee to life's battlefield ; 

Young soldier ! rest beneath His power 

Who wore the thorn, and saved the flower ! 
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TO GEORGE. 
On his Birthday. 

With a Writing Case. 

To prove thy Birthday not forgotten 

This travelling writing-case I've gotten. 

And send it with love true and deep, 

Hoping, from time* to time, 'twill keep 

Pressed flowers of thought — fragrant, not dry, - 

And budding germs of ministry, — 

And stems of Grsiss-Pamassus, found 

Near Castaly's enchanted ground — 

And lots of earthward, skyward things — 

Soft night-thoughts from Moths' dusky wings — 

Feathers from Birds of Paradise — 

And many another quaint device : — ^ 

These, and much more, enclosed may be 

In this small gift from L. N. C. 



Aug. i8th, 1875. 
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TO WILLIAM. 

On His 2ist Birthday. 
With a Watch-chain and Seal 



Upon our love to set a seal 
Were process scarcely needed, 

And chains to bind our common weal 
Were bondage little heeded : 

Yet here we send a seal and chain 

To bind our parted once again. 

With golden links of love enwrought, 
With " key" to Time's dominion, 

Our little birthday gift is taught 
To wave suggestive pinion : 

This golden guerdon thus may be 

A chain, a seal 'twixt us and thee. 
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TO WILLIAM. 
On his 29TH Birthday. 

There is no halting in Time's even pace ; 
Birthdays ran on their rapid count of life 
From youth to age, through joy and peace and strife, 

Leaving, each one, a mark on Dial-face. 

And thou, my eldest son, joy of my prime, 
Numberest thy twenty-ninth account of da)rs. 
While here, midst chill March winds, my heart I raise 

To crave a blessing stretching beyond Time. 

Dear is thy voice from dewy mom till now — 
Close at my side, or caught by watchful ear 
As a faint distant echo — far, or near ; 

My heart-strings' music evermore wast thou i 

As morning mists retire the mountains stand 
More clear, more bright as seen in noonday prime ; 
Thus, clearer at each mid-day touch of Time, 

Should shine the hills of heaven — thy Fatherland ! 
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\ 
TO WILLIAM. 63 



So walk thou here in lowly cheerful guise, 
As one who follows steps that never strayed ; 
Each Birthday thus a sacrament be made ; 

And Easter-mom come forth from Lental skies ! 



March 14, 1867. 
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TO WILLIAM ON HIS 30TH BIRTHDAY. 



'Tis trae that thirty years before 

I hailed this day with love and glee : 

Such count of time, told o'er and o'er, 
Can ne'er grow common-place tome/ 

I mind me as but yesterday 
When thee I hailed, my eldest boy, 

And still, as years and life decay. 
Thou art thy mother's stay and joy. 

A small philosopher, thy brow 

Was stretched and strained in wondrous way 
To read the meanings of ^^the naWy^ 

And gather what " the past " might say. 

Thy childhood was a curious thing, 

A condensation rare and true; 
It seemed as if by magic ring 

Thou conned thy lessons through and through. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



TO WILLIAM. 65 



I mind me how thy busy brain 
At chess would play in idle hours, 

And yet the mimic battle gain 

While reading " 'Crombie's Mental Powers." 

Thou hast a poet's heart and eye ; — 
Let the wild waves that lash thy shore * 

Call forth the dormant poesy, 

And make my son a bard once more ! 



March 14, 1868. 



* Redcar. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



TO WILLIAM. 

On his 36TH Birthday. 
With a Fruit Knife. 

Time was whoi I might pluck for thee 
Fruit from the pear or apple tree ; 
Now, ripened on thy wall or shelf, 
Thou keep'st or gather^st for thyself: 
Thy mother on this day would ask 
Her fruit-knife may complete the task. 
Nor sends she it without a prayer 
For " good fruit " ripening everywhere ; 
True fruit of Eschol, only found 
Growing on Canaan's vintage ground ; 
" Fruits of the Spirit," borne to Him 
Who dwells amid the Cherubim. 
He chose thee in thy early day. 
Has blest, enriched thee on thy way, 
A glorious harvest-home awaits 
The fruit-fill sheaf at Heaven's gates 
And may this Birthday mile-stone prove 
A Bethel to the God of Love ! 



March 14, 1874. 
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TO MARIA JANE. 



On her saying, when a very little child, — " There are 
many troubles in this world" 



This is not the place of our rest — 
Oh no, for our rest is above, 

And each sorrow that pierces the breast, 
Is drawn from the quiver of love. 



£ 2 
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TO MARIA JANE. 

On her 28th Birthday. 

With a Purse. 

Fain would I from this healing spring 

To thee a birthday offering bring, 

And seal it with a mother's kiss, 

But cannot reach my child with this. 

Yet thoughts are winged things, and prayer 

May spring and blossom everywhere. 

With many a tender wish I fill 
This coinless purse ; though parted still 
May*st thou, my child, be richly blest ; 
This day, in birthday-mercies rest, 
Shine on thee, brightly as its mom 
Now glances on the dew-gemmed thorn. 
Steadfast in faith, as mountains rise 
" Girdled with power " to meet the skies. 
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TO MARIA JANE. 69 



Such grace be thine — nor fail to greet 
The heavenly blessing free and meet, 
Like the blue lakelet at their feet 

I cannot say how dear thou art, 
How well thou filFst a daughter's part, 
Dear eldest darling of my heart ! 
Not always stick — but He who bore 
Thy sisters to the heavenly shore, 
Deigned upon thee rich gifts to pour, 
And made thee what thou art — a shell 
Whence comfort, help, refreshment swell ; - 
And so, my darling, fare-thee-well ! 
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TO MARIA JANE. 
On her Birthday. 

With a pair of warm Slippers. 

I cannot shield thy pilgrim feet 
From roughness of the way ; 

Life's journey would be incomplete 
Were stones and thorns away. 

Thy mother can no further go 
Than velvet warmly lined, 

With furry edge as white as snow : 
— She leaves the need behind — 

Then may thy feet be ever " shod " 

With hopeful peace in pleasing God. 
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TO "AUNT REBECCA." 
For her 8oth Birthday. 

When, in childhood's early day, 
Sunbeams lit thine onward way. 
Even then thy heart could say — 
" Home is near." 

When, on life's advancing road. 
Changed were scenes, friends, loved abode, 
Still the thought thine heart overflowed, — 
" Home is near." 

When the Autumn waned, and thou, 
Winter's snows upon thy brow. 
Still could'st smile, thy word is now — 
" Home is near." 

Eighty winters overpast, 
Eighty summers come at last. 
Still this hope is round thee cast, — 
" Home is near." 
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72 TO "aunt REBECCA." 



Since that home is Jesus' breast, 
Who has all thy wandering blest, 
Then to Him we leave the rest — 
" Home is near ! " 

Home — the mansion of His grace, 
Home — where waits the lost one's face. 
Home — an endless resting-place, — 
Home is near ! 
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TO "BROTHER WILLIAM." 



On his 77TH Birthday. 



They said he was "an angel-boy, 
— Something between the two" — 

As on he passed from joy to joy, 
Hope's haven full in view. 

He was a Pilgrim next, confest. 

Along life's real way ; 
With gracious deed, and kind behest, 

And goodly words to say. 

And, now, he is a waiting Saint 
' In upper-room, intent. 
Looking for mom's first hues that paint 
The etemd day's ascent : 
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74 TO "brother WILLIAM." 



Looking for Christ, in life's calm even,- 
" Come quickly '* now his prayer — 

She * said aright who said of heaven, 
— « And Uncle William there T' 



1877. 



♦ Eleanor. 
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TO BROTHER WILLIAM. 
AFTER HIS 79TH Birthday. 

(Sep. 1 2th, 1878). 

My memory of birthdays is but a fleeting thing — 
I often do not catch the sound of Time's retreating 

wing — 
And thine, beloved brother, so silent slipped away, 
I did not catch the rustle of Time's pinions till to-day ; 
So send my loving greetings and welcome, though 

too late. 
To hail thee, just inside another Birthday-gate. 

Turning to " Birthday Text-book," associate with thee, 
This happy lasting heritage inscribed in light I see, — 
"Th' Eternal God thy Refuge, and underneath" 

expand, 
" Th' Everlasting arms" — to bear thee to heaven's 

Fatherland, — 
So, with joy I hail thee brother and fellow-pilgrim, till 
Faith melts in sight, Hope fades in bliss, but " Love 

abideth " still. 

Sep. I 8th, 1878. 
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DECEMBER ioth, 1878. 
W. D. C. 

When he was here he used to love 

The world of sunshine and of flowers, 
He caught the radiance from above, 

And poured it o'er this life of ours. 
For him unmeet a tomb had been 

Enwrought with gloom and sad device ; 
Fitter with flowers and evergreen 

— Like portal into Paradise. 

His gentle hand aside would turn 

The wood -paths that he loved to trace, 
Rather than stir the feathery fern, 

Or mar a licben'd boulder's face : 
And, thus, no child too young would be. 

No hidden grief so deeply moved 
But it could nestle by his knee. 

And find in him the heart it loved 
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w. D. c. 77 



And he loved music — -.poet's lay, 

And hymnal notes and bird at even ; 
But dearer still, at close of day. 

The requiem-song foreshadowing heaven. 
Gone — where the lights of glory shine, 

Gone — where the angel-voices swell. 
Gone — where unfading wreaths entwine — 

— We dare not breathe a sad farewell ! 
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